WOODLEY : Yes, I do sometimes.

LAURA : But you like school. Or don't you ?

WOODLEY : Yes, 1 like it awfully. I hated it at

first.

LAURA : Were you bullied ?

WOODLEY : Yes, a bit, and some of the masters
were sarcastic and horrid because they saw I

was homesick.

LAURA : Who ? No, I oughtn't to ask that, I

always feel awfully sorry for the new boys,  i

want to mother them, and be kind to them.

WOODLEY : I'm sure they wish you would !

[LAURA, embarrassed^ goes to pictures around room.
LAURA : Are you in any of these ?
WOODLEY : Yes, here, this was last year's group.

LAURA : Oh, yes, what a baby you look there.
Why do you blush . . . you were almost a baby,

then?

WOODLEY : I was nearly seventeen,

LAURA : But it seems a long time ago, doesn't
it ? Don't you feel a terribly different person
now ? Much more grown up ? More than a

year ?

WOODLEY :   I feel an awful baby still.

LAURA : Who's this boy next to you ? I know his
face, don't I ?

WOODLEY ; Herpath. He left last year.
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